Siam
which separate me from the first galleries of the
temple. In the shadow and perpetual damp-
ness of the stone ceilings 1 may find at least
an appearance of coolness. Let some one spread
a mat there for me, after sweeping clear a space
j& a point where the vault is not too tapestried
with bats, and I will sleep on the comparatively
cool flagstones, covering my face with a fan
as a protection from what may fall from the
roof.
But, nevertheless, sleep is slow in coming to
me, for I am lying at the very foot of the
immense bas-relief of battles, and, spite of me,
my heavy eyes are beguiled by it for a long
time: silent torment; fury of great conflicts
past and forgotten, slaughters sung by the poets
of the Ramayana, but which no one any
more remembers; confusion of muscular limbs,
meeting in shock of battle between the army
of the Giants and that of the King of the
Monkeys, war-chariots crushing the wounded
in hundreds. ... In the prevailing gloom, all
this, blackish and, as it were, varnished by the
damp, is illumined in places by a glimmering
half-light, and thus the reliefs are accentuated, a
little life returns to the effaced rictus, to the
dead contortions. I have lost the notion of the
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